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TELLER
by Brendan Hodge
Small children ran through the dusty streets of the
village shouting to each other. •A teller is coming! A teller
is comingl" "He's coming up the hill to the greenl" "I'll get
there before your "No, you won't!"
The teller slowed to watch them. He smiled. Children
were always the same. Always running and shouting, always excited and carefree. It was all over so quickly,
though. They all grew older, became adults, died. He shook
his head sadly and resumed his steady trudge up the last
hill.
By the time he reached the green the children had
already gathered around the tellers' seat. The teller swung
his bag from his shoulders and dropped it on the ground
next to the seat. He stretched, trying to relieve the ache his
bag had given his back during his long walk, and then sat
down on the tellers' seat.
•Are you going to tell us a story?•
"Tell us about the old days!Tell us about the first ones!"
The teller held up his hand and the children quieted.
·what story do you wish me to tell firstr
"Tell us the story of prince Agger and the snow giant!•
a little girl pleaded.
The teller nodded and began. "Once there was a prince
of Athaland named Agger.. :
As be told the story the teller noticed one boy sitting
near the back of the group of children. He was older than
any of the other children and he listened with unusual
intensity. Near the end of the story the teller paused to
search through his pack for his water skin.
"Is that the end]" asked the little girl who had requested
the story. •was he trapped in the giant's cave forever]"
"No," replied the boy the teller had been watching.
• Agger escaped through a tunnel he found in the back of
the cave."
"Did he?• asked the girl.
"Yes, he did: The teller resumed the story.
He told more stories to the children through the afternoon and into the evening. As darkness began to fall the
children drifted off towards their homes. Finally, only one
was left, the older boy who had continued the story when
the teller paused to drink. The two sat facing each other in
silence. "Don't you have a home to go to?- asked the teller
finally.
"Yes," said the boy frowning.
·why don't you go home then? It's getting late and
cold."
"No one is eager to be whipped."
"You were not supposed to be here today?"
"No, I was supposed to be working in my father's

forge.•
"You seemed to enjoy the stories I told," the teller said
slowly, studying the boy. •If you wish to stay I will tell
you one more."
The boy nodded consent and, after a short pause, the
teller began.
"Two men walked the long dusty roads that run
through the wastelands between villages. One was old, the
other young; one the master, the other the pupil. The older
was a teller and told the ancient tales to the people they met
as they traveled.The younger was his student learning from
him the tales that had been told since the earliest days.
"One night when the two stopped to make camp for
the night the teller called his pupil to him.
••T asn,' he said. 'You are to build a shelter. I intend to
stay here for some time, though I can not tell you with
certainty how long.' The pupil did as be was instructed and
built a hut in which the two of them could sleep.
•That night as they ate their evening meal the pupil
asked his teacher, 'Why do you wish to stay here, Teacher?
We ace two days' journey from the nearest village.'
••Every man wishes for a quiet place to spend his last
days,• the teller replied. 'That I am of the Dannor does not
change t.hat wish.•
••But the Dannor do not die, Teacher; what can you
mean by this? I know you to be one of the Dannor. I have
seen the ridges on your forehead which none but the
Dannor have.' the pupil cried in dismay.
••No body can last forever,Tasn, all wear out over time.
Every animal, plant and person wearsout eventually. Even
the Dannor can not escape from wear. My body has lasted
far longer than any of your race. It walked the earth before
the parents of your grandfatherwere born. It is getting tired
now; soon it can rest, for eternity.'
"Bur the Dannor are immortal. All, even you, say that
they are.'
••The Dannor are indeed immortal,' replied the teller.
'Only their bodies die. The Dannor themselves live on till
the end of time. You do not understand this yet for it is
alien to members of your race, but you will come to
understand in time.'
"Tasn watched his teacher carefully over the day that
followed hoping to understand what he had been told, but
he could not see any change in his teacher.
"On the third day the teller did not leave his bed. When
Tasn asked what was wrong his teacher replied, 'Nothing
is amiss. It progresses as it is meant to progress.' The teller
would say no more so Tasn left him and went about his
tasks as he had every day before.
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but he could not see any change in his teacher.
"On the third day the teller did not leave his bed.
When Tasn asked what was wrong his teacher replied,
'Nothing is amiss. It progresses as it is meant to progress.' The teller would say no more so Tasn left him
and went about his tasks as he had every day before.
"As midday approached the pupil prepared the noon
meal and brought it to his teacher who still lay on his
bed. As the teller ate in silence his pupil sat near him
watching. When the teller had finished eating and set
aside his dish the pupil finally spoke.
"'Teacher, what am I to do after you have died?'
'"What do you wish to do?'
"The pupil was silent a moment before he replied as
if he were gathering up the courage to say something. 'I
wish to travel the roads of the wilderness telling the ancient tales at every village I reach as you have done
but .. .I do not believe I can do it as you do.'
"'So you do wish to become a teller? You wish to
travel the world alone keeping the ancient tales alive?'
'"Yes, if I can. But I do not know them all. There are
many stories that I have never heard. The story you told
in the last village we stopped at, the story of the princess
Plenna and the Wizard of Amdol, I had never heard it
before. I'could never tell it to someone else after hearing
it only once and there must be many others I have never
heard at all.'
"The teller looked intently at him. 'Yes,' he said finally. 'I believe you will make a good successor. That is
a comfort. I had feared that you would be unwilling to
take my place and that all the tales, all the knowledge I
had gathered over the years, would be lost. It is not important that you do not know all of the ancient tales.
The most important reason for your apprenticeship was
not for you to learn stories, but for me to discover if you
were the right man to succeed me.' The teller held out
his hand towards his pupil. 'Kneel down beside me. I
must give you my blessing before I die.'
"The pupil knelt down beside his teacher. The teller
placed his hand upon his pupil's head and spoke the last
words that he would ever say. 'Take upon you the task
which I lay down. Take up the burdens that I leave behind. Take on the joys which I have had. Take the responsibilities which I have had.' As his teacher finished
speaking, darkness, silent and complete, descended on
Tasn.
"The sun was setting as Tasn awoke. Fighting dizziness, he struggled to his feet and bent over his teacher.
He knew that the man was dead even before he pressed
his hand to the cold skin of his teacher's wrist. His
teacher seemed to have aged thirty years since he had
given Tasn his blessing. His hair, which had been gray,
was completely white, and his skin was incredibly pale
and wrinkled. Tasn could barely recognize his teacher.
"Tasn buried his teacher under the hut he had built.
After the mound had been formed he set the hut on fire
and watched the flames leap up into the night. He spent
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the night sitting, wrapped in a blanket, near the smouldering remains of the hut watching their glow.
"As dawn broke Tasn got up and relit his cook fire.
As he ate he considered what he should do next. In the
end he resolved to leave, making for the nearest village.
There, he decided, he would begin his work as a teller.
After he finished his meal he shouldered his pack and set
off.
"T asn reached the village two days later. An icy wind
was blowing towards him as he trudged into the village.
He pulled his fur hat down to his eyes against the cold
and stinging sand that blew on the wind from the sandstone bluffs that overlooked the village. He was invited
to come into the blacksmith's forge to tell his stories. As
he sat on a stool, enjoying the warmth of the blacksmith's fire, the blacksmith's children and some of their
playmates gathered around him to hear his tales.
"'Can you tell us the story of the princess Plenna and
the Wizard of Arndol?' the blacksmith's little daughter
asked after he had told them several others they had requested.
"'Of course,' he replied and began. A strange feeling
began to creep over him as he told the story. As he finished it something he had said in his last conversation
with his teacher suddenly came back to him.
"The memory made him feel dizzy for a moment.
He slipped his hand under the flap of his hat and rubbed
his forehead vigorously. He froze in shock. On his forehead he could feel the brow ridges of one of the Dan nor."
The boy looked at the teller thoughtfully as he finished the story. "Is the story true?" he asked. The teller
threw back his hood. In the moonlight the boy could see
a line of ridges on the teller's forehead.
"It is," the teller replied. "I am Tasn."
"Why did you tell your story to me?" the boy asked.
"That story took place more than a hundred years
ago. I now search for a successor, a pupil. Would you
come with me, to be, in time, a teller and the last of the
Dannor?"
Two men walked the long dusty roads that run
through the wastelands between villages. One was old,
the other young, one the master, the other the pupil.
The older was a teller and told the ancient tales to the
children as they traveled. The younger was his student
learning from him the tales that had been told since the
earliest days.

